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nature of Bismarck rather than the light touch of the French
school of diplomacy.
I admired his memory, from which apt quotations of all
kinds flowed so easily. He was extraordinarily illuminating
when he came to speak of Napoleon I and Talleyrand, Hum-
boldt's colleague at the Congress of Vienna, who had shown
himself so incomparably more astute than he upon whom the
sun of Austerlitz had shone. From this the conversation
turned to the present centre of political life in Rome, the
Minister-President, Francesco Crispi, and Biilow was en-
thusiastic in praise of the unshakable will-power of the
grand old man from Sicily, The Ambassador then took me
on to the terrace of the Palazzo Gaffarelli, where I could enjoy,
in all the loveliness of that radiant spring day, the marvellous
view that stretched before us, framed in an inspiring setting of
old Roman marble ruins, fragments, statues and inscriptions.
The Ambassador had appointed an evening when I was to
dine with him and make the acquaintance of his wife, whom
I had long known by repute.
When I arrived next time I was received by my hostess
alone. Her appearance accorded with the portraits painted
by two great artists, Lenbach of Munich and Makart of
Vienna, These pictures had caught: her captivating personality,
and her conversation was equally stimulating* She spoke
German fluently, with more or the light sparkle of the Vienna
accent than of the stiff solemnity of the North German. She
told me that, having been forced by indisposition to keep to
her bed for several days, she had occupied herself with
reading Nietzsche, I observed that this was not perhaps the
correct regime for an invalid. A deeper discussion revealed
that she had also delved into the works of other German
philosophers, notably Schopenhauer.
I now had an opportunity of closely observing my host
and hostess together. Just as he was of the blond Teutonic
type, she was essentially southern. She might have stepped
out of a Raphael canvas. Or ought one not rather from her
face to set her down as Greek> and seek her cradle on the
sunny shores of the Aegean ? Actually she was an Italian
from the kingdom of the Two Sicilies, which was included in
ancient Greece.
The blond and stalwart son of Mecklenburg and the slight